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made up almost entirely of prophets, are right to insist
upon beards, and these three men, in letting them-
selves be overrun by their strange growths, were only
doing their duty.

When I first drew near, one of the two elderly men
was taking a turn on the little wooden soap-box and
addressing a heedless world, but after some time he
was relieved by the others. They were all much less
vehement (so far as my eyes could judge of the matter)
and more restrained in manner than the general run
of park orators; they gave me the impression of men
who knew that it was their duty not to denounce, not
to argue furiously, not to challenge and criticise, but
to testify, without unnecessary violence, to the truth
that was within them, a truth, I imagine, of which they
had almost a monopoly. Every now and again, the
little chorus of three, supporting the speaker, would
nod their heads and make some exclamation to show
their approval. The younger man, he of the vile beard
and the under-nourished look, was the most interest-
ing. When he mounted the soap-box, there happened
to be a moment's quietness on either side, where the
hymn-singing and heckling were still in progress, and
I did actually catch the first two words of his discourse.
In a thin reedy voice, the very tone* of one who is
nourished chiefly on starry and insubstantial fare, who
feeds on tea and bread-and-butter and visions, he
cried, 'We believe . . ." And then the noise began
again, and I did not catch another word, nor do I know
to this day what they do believe. la all probability